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Turner

As one goes on
It becomes increasingly dark,
The summers are darker-leafed,
The springs rain-clouded,
The days and nights lie closer together,
The years are swept away like husks.

It is raining everywhere.

When the sun shines it is like a ghost returning,
Everywhere there are umbrellas;
Nobody heeds that pale recollection
Gliding over their heads.

In the days of my youth it came as an enchanter:

Everybody threw their hats into the sky,

The flowers burst into colour,

The hills rose billowing in green pavilions,

The streams ran glittering crystal,

The birds carolled gambolling in the air.

I pull my hat over my eyes;
The rain is come for ever,
For ever and ever.
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